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reward. Panurge then tied his captor's hands and feet, slit his throat, put him on the spit over the fire, and departed ("I'm not lying in any word," Panurge again assures his listeners).
Meanwhile his captor's neighbors were running through the streets to put out the fire, but seeing Panurge "half-roasted, had natural pity for me, and threw all their water on me, refreshing me joyously... They offered me something to eat, but I ate little of it, for they gave me only water to drink as is their mode." By now the fire had spread to some 2000 houses. He looked back from the city gate "like Lot's wife," but instead of being turned to a pillar of salt (Gen. 19: 26) , he was filled with delight at the beautiful fire. Still God sent him a last test: 1,311 dogs -real Turkish dogs rather than metaphorical ones -attracted by the odor of his partly burnt flesh, rushed at him to eat him up.
Remembering the morsels of lard still attached to his body, Panurge threw them to the dogs. While they were fighting over them, Panurge escaped in merriment, and concludes his tale, "long live the roasting spit!"
Panurge is a complex figure in Rabelais' novel. He has been compared to Mercury, god of eloquence, with many languages at his disposal and an answer to everything, god of merchants, crosser of boundaries, symbol of mediation. Sometimes Panurge has a good argument in his mouth, as in the case of his first meeting with Pantagruel: Panurge's listeners ought to have come to his aid promptly, for charity and community must stretch beyond differences in language. But scholars have also claimed that Panurge is the hero, the victimized hero, of the Turkish tale and that the story shows the limits of Rabelais' Christian humanism. The Turks are portrayed as dogs throughout, so the argument goes: Rabelais' sympathy stops with the borders of Christendom. 12 This seems to me a mistaken reading. The Turks are described by Panurge as possible cannibals and as cruel -the cook did try to roast him -and surely as fools and bumblers. But some of them are shown as kind, full of "natural pity" for the burnt Panurge and offering him water and food. Panurge comes out the worst in the episode. He kills his captor in a vindictive way, which he describes with relish. He is ungracious about the food offered him by his captor's neighbors.
Unlike the helpful Turks, he has no "natural pity" as he looks at the whole town on fire, but rather rejoices in the catastrophe. The money and jewelry he obtained by devious politeness he let slip out of his hands somehow "like the snows of yesteryear." His arrival in France penniless and starving turns out to be due as much to his own profligacy as to his imprisonment by the Turks.
Rabelais has created in this chapter a Panurge who is a braggart and a liar. His claims to veracity here ring false: earlier he had maintained that his experiences were "more marvelous than those knew that some of the things he had to report were "so marvelous" that he himself might not be believed: things "so fantastic and prodigious... that experience itself can scarcely engrave them upon the understanding of those who have in fact seen them." He would do his best to tell the truth in a simple unadorned language and hoped his book would also redound to the glory of the
The cannibalism of the Tupinambas -that is, their ceremonial consumption of the cooked flesh of prisoners captured in war -was one of the "monstrous and prodigious" facts of his narrative, but it was not used by Léry just to create alterity.The eating of human flesh was immensely "cruel," he said, and the first practice the Tupinambas would have to abandon if they converted to Christianity. But describing and reflecting upon it led Léry to some insights into the workings and perpetuation of cultural systems (as we might call them today), both in the New World and at home.
To begin with, the eating of human flesh was embedded in a whole story about the Tupinambas, from their bodily appearance, ornaments, and child rearing habits, to their beliefs and burial customs. He remembers the people vividly, old and young -"even now it seems to me that I have them before my eyes" -and a French odor like starch years later will call to his mind the scent of manioc flour being prepared. In the second book of her memoirs, as Glikl had been recounting her parent's lives and her girlhood in Hamburg and adjacent Altona, she introduced a story to show why one should always trust in the Lord. 30 Once upon a time a pious Talmudist was imprisoned for debt through no fault of his own. While he was in jail, his wife was tricked and kidnapped by a sea captain as she washed clothes near the shore. After his release, the husband took his two sons on board a boat bound for the East Indies, hoping to find his wife, but instead he was shipwrecked and washed up alone in a land of "savages" {vilde leyt).
Here the king's daughter, who had charge of the sheep and cattle, saw him. She was naked and very hairy and wore fig leaves to cover her shame. She approached and made it clear that she loved him and would be his wife. Out of fear, he pretended love, and showed by signs that he would take her.
The other savages saw this... and came leaping from their hill caves. They ran up to him, eager to drink his blood and eat his flesh... The pious Talmudist was so frightened he could hardly breathe. Noting his terror, the king's daughter indicated to him he had no cause to fear, and went to the king and begged him that he let the man live, as she wanted him for her husband. The king agreed and the pious Talmudist was saved.
He lay with her that night, and she was his wife and he was her husband. When he thought of his own beautiful wife and her miserable plight, and that nothing could be altered, he bore his troubles with fortitude, believing that God would help him reach his dear wife and children.
Soon the princess was big with child and in time bore him a savage child, a boy.
For two years he lived with them and tended the cattle in the wilderness, eating the flesh of the wild ass and dwelling in a cave in the hillside with his wife. They were now both overgrown with hair and he looked as savage as she.
One day he stood on a small hill not far from the sea, thinking of all that had happened to him: the loss of his wife and children and -heaviest of all -how he had passed all these years living among cruel wild people. Who knew but when with time, they would tire of him and devour his flesh and crush his bones, and he would not be buried among other good Jews, as a pious Jew must be? "Would it not be better for me to run from this hill into the sea and drown myself?" knowledge horse," the Jewish wife had said to her non-Jewish kidnapper.
Second there is the contrast between the hairy, flesh-eating cave-dwelling shepherds and the household. Glikl's own first child had been born at the same time as her mother's last child, and the families were living together with both infants in the room of Glikl's mother and the maid. In the middle of one night, Glikl was sure her mother had the wrong infant in her bed and began to argue with her mother. "No! I have mine in bed with me," said her mother, and held it close to her as though someone was trying to snatch the baby away. Once Glikl had brought a light, the situation was straightened out, and the alarmed household began to laugh. But, concludes Glikl, "we really would have needed King Solomon soon." 35 For Glikl, motherly anguish and possessiveness can be shared across the boundary of "savage"
and "civilized," but safe among her own kind, the quarrel could be resolved without a cut. In the second place, relations with strange and foreign groups do not entail only the construction of alterity. They can bring forms of knowledge: cognitive as in Rabelais; ethnographic as in Léry;
affective, at least to some extent, as in Glikl. This knowledge has uses beyond demarcating the boundaries of the self and legitimizing or delegitimizing domination and possession. Similarities between self and others are not only the result of hidden and troubling processes of identification, but are sometimes openly noted and commented on. And some of the noted differences are adiaphoristic: they are of aesthetic and intellectual significance rather than political and moral.
Finally, insofar as subterranean processes of projection are at work in early modern reflection on cannibalism, I would make the following speculation. There are two sides to identification: one with the eaten, the other with the eater. All three texts considered in this essay -that of Rabelais,
of Léry, and of Glikl -can be considered in both lights. The horror and fear aroused by such double identification is easier to understand: the horror at killing, the terror at the loss of boundary in such a process of incorporation. Could the hidden desire in such identification be connected with that early modern image of the expectant mother, the woman being eaten by the child, the child in the womb feeding on her? If so, then we have another example, as in witchcraft, of the female body as pregnant in meaning for fundamental processes in early modern Europe.
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